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stand round in a ring while the flails rise and fell rhyth-
mically. Later on appears a solitary figure, dark against
the evening sky, holding a basket and whistling for a wind
to come and float the chaff away as she pours out the
grain in a thin stream. At sunset, small grubby children,
scantily clad in goat-skins, like ancient Britons, idly drive
home the flocks of goats that have been feeding all day
on the stiff spiny shrubs of the arid valley. It is all very
quiet and peaceful, with the thunder of the river instead
of the roar of traffic, mountains rising on every hand
instead of great buildings, travellers from distant parts
of Asia, with the far-away look of the wide world in their
eyes, leisurely passing to and fro instead of the constant
stream of preoccupied men hurrying by with bowed
heads! What do they know of cities, these nomads!
There was a big famished mastiff tied up outside the
house where we spent the night. This dog gave me
a hostile reception every time I ascended or descended
the ladder (for the ground floor was occupied by cattle)
till an old lady threw it some goat-skins and ragged
brown skirts to lick; then he occupied himself hunting
for fleas and lice long treasured up in them, devouring
with relish such as he discovered !
Next morning we crossed the river. The main rope
was partly under water, and where not immersed, vibrated
like a tuning fork with the rush of water. But a
second rope had been rigged close by, and though we
went perilously close to the chocolate-coloured water
at the lower end, we got over without mishap. Last to
be slung across the now sagging rope was one of the
ponies, and scarcely had he started when a plume of
smoke rose into the air from the slider, owing to the
tremendous friction against the splintered bamboo.

